"B"                           INDIAN   PATCHWORK

For that freedom she has paid the price of her
life; but was it not worth it?

I think it was, and I ana sure she must have
thought so too.

Well, she is dead; but we are alive, and, because
we are alive, we must hope for ourselves.

Meanwhile our little ship pushes on, bearing us
away further and further from that grim, tragic,
tawdry and pathetic country, India.
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